MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS   269

but to live without discomforting an enemy or
even only a stranger, is that content ? If we leave
the Jews unbaited we shall not win to Paradise.
Are we to fold our arms ? God hath said that
we must labour that we may live/ And ponder-
ing in their minds the universal feeling and common
purpose they were greatly perplexed.

"Then did an ancient Trublion, hight Robin
Honeyman, gather together the chiefs of the
Trublions, being esteemed, venerated and well-
accepted of them, for they knew him to be expert
in deception and profuse in cunning ruses and guile-
ful devices. Opening his mouth, which was
fashioned like that of some ancient pike-fish the
which hath lost some teeth but hath yet teeth
enough to bite the little fishes, he said very
sweetly:

" * Hearken, friends ! Give ear, all! We be
honest folk and good fellows, we be not mad. We
ask for peace, we desire peace. Peace is sweet,
peace is a precious ointment; peace is an electuary
of Hippocrates, an Apollonian dittany. It is a fair
medicinal infusion, it is flower of the lime, mallow
and marshmallow. It is sugar and honey. Honey
say I ? Am I not Robin Honeyman ? I do feed
on honey. Let the golden age return and I will
e'en lick the honey from the trunks of the ancient
oak-trees. I speak sooth. I desire peace; ye
desire peace/

a Hearing such words from Robin Honeyman,
then did the Trublions begin to make churlish